Sudden Bang!   Theatre                                                .  

Presents

Dream Secrets and Broken Glass

A Groove Opera 

Overview

This is a musical set over a tapestry of swing.  The musical includes singing and spoken voice.

Concept

This musical represents a mystery scrawled across the surface of a paramount struggle for voice.  It is the struggle of the disavowed elements of the psyche for recognition.  It is the emergence of the emotional world through the only channel that modern man cannot suppress: the channel of dreams. 

Representation

In this musical there are 5 fundamental characters.  

Pulse: the voice of rhythm.  The beat of the city.  The canvass upon which all is painted.

Purpose: the voice of the suppressing male.  His is the voice of control and competition.

Chora: the voice of the audience.  Hers are the echoes of ambience. Mirror to the mind.

Spark: the voice of the impulsive moment.  Hers is the voice of delight, spontaneity and rashness.

Sway: the voice of the deep passions.  Hers is the voice of slow mood and meaning.  

Presentation

This musical will be performed with live music in musical venues.  Staging will be limited to costuming and a simple backdrop enhanced by lighting effects.  As planned the performance involves movement but no dance per se.

Budget

This musical is financed by the composer, and financed poorly at that.  This musical is expected to generate no appreciable income for anyone.  Any profits will be distributed to cast and crew based upon a profit-share plan.  Shares of the production are allocated based upon assigned tasks.  Profit is identified as revenues remaining after removal of identified costs for the current performance and the set-aside for promotion of the subsequent showing.      

Future Programs

It is anticipated that Sudden Bang Theater will perform future versions of Dream Science addressing other relevant human issues through the musical exposition of dreams.

Plot

Act 1

Purpose outlines his work ethic:  Sealing the deal. 

Sway and Spark see no ethics in his ethic

Nightly they come to life but by daylight are extinguished by the morning’s amnesia

When advised to write down his dreams, he does so and 

in doing so they emerge with their first real permanence.

Sway is first to appear. Radiant and moody.  She extols  her emergence

Spark is second to appear.  She is perky and spontaneous and resisted by sway.

Spark is the excitement of the world.  Spark is constantly falling in love.

Sway aims to suppress Spark—calls her reckless

Spark tells her she’s only just begun.  She opens Pandora’s box

Buried in the box is a truth that Sway is reluctant to see.

Act 2

Purpose is sure he’s heard enough. But once liberated, Sway and Spark cannot again be contained.

They battle each other for supremacy and Purpose realizes the two anima elements cannot reach balance unless he joins with them.  This integration occurs when he realizes that what he has suppressed was a compromise he made in allowing himself to win at all costs.  

He owns, now, not only the disparate parts of himself, but also of the community within which he dwells: his ability to care.  He awakens (figuratively) and isn’t dreaming anymore.

Songs

1
Twilight                             dream    a11/120   
Sway and Spark

2
Working Man/Sign ’em                 a13/122
Purpose, Chora, Sway      12 bar

3
Emergence                         dream   a12/100
Purpose, Chora, Sway      12 bar

4
Fell again                           dream   a13/128
Spark,  Chora      

5
Reckless                             dream   a12/98
Sway, Chora          

6
More than meets the eye                  a 11/116
Spark, Chora

7
I’ve heard enough                            a13/126
Purpose, Chora, Spark and Sway

8
Pandora’s Box                   dream     a17/144
Spark

9
The Whole                         dream     a18/120
All

10
Dreaming anymore                           a12/90
All





Cast

Rob Cureton


858.268.9679            619.316.9120        curetonphd@ixpres.com
Bob Goldenberg

619.300.1330


Angelique Kiss

619.696.6005



    bodykarma@cox.net
Melissa Severeid

858.354.4146

858.453.9091
     mlsevereid@yahoo.com.mx
Kirsten Gallon


619.392.1192            

Rebecca Braun

858.663.1518

858.581.0061
     rebhigg@aol.com


Preamble

Ladies and gentleman:  Thank you for coming in tonight.  Tonight we are putting on a performance called Dream Secrets and Broken Glass.  

It is a tale of lucid dreaming.  For those who might not know, lucid dreaming is a process where the dreamer becomes aware he is dreaming… while still in the dream.  

Through lucid dreaming we become passionate observers and active participants in the ongoing dream.  It is the ultimate intermingling of wakeful and unconscious worlds… as we shape and are shaped by …the dream.

This is a groove opera…  where genders bend, the present melts into the past, and we are given the opportunity to make permanent… and claim ownership of the fragmented voices that come to life each night in the privacy of our own heads.  It is the forging of resonance, from dissonance.

These are the dream secrets in you and me.  Enjoy the show.

______________________________________________________________________________

Lyrics

Twilight

Sway:

These are the dreams, 

the lives 

that do not last  

It’s a darkened room 

and I see eyes

I am the bride 

And the victim

Before Sheharezade 

The nightly parade 

of consorts to a Persian King.

Each, a bride for a night

yet the final night 

of our lives

“Make it count”, the hourglass screams

Our lives begin 

and they end 

in dreams

Spark:

Its like an echo I’ve not heard before

Like a memory, foreign, in aspects all

Like a thousand lives I’ve lived or more

Yet none I can recall

Each morning my footprints

Erased from time

My hopes and intrigues

My Fear and loss

My touch, my lust

My fate

But here I dream 

That I am dreaming

And break the glazier’s pane of doubt

A chance to give the moment meaning

And through this window

I see out

If he would put the dream to ink

Inscribe the moment, I dare to think

The slightest chance for me persists 

That come the morning,

I still exist 

Working Man (Purpose and Sway are arguing about the virtues of endless conquest)
Purpose and Chora:

Well you plan your work and you work your plan

Well you plan your work and you work your plan 

It’s a working world and I’m a working man

Its strategic boy when I shake your hand

Its strategic boy when I shake your hand

It’s a working world and I’m a working man 

Sway and Spark:

And when you close your eyes and the night sets in

And when you close your eyes and the night sets in 

It’s the dreaming, boy, where the real work begins

You’ve got to dream out loud if you want to win

You’ve got to dream out loud if you want to win

It’s the dreaming, boy, where the real work begins

Purpose and Chora:

Find ‘em

Deal ‘em

Sign ‘em

Seal ‘em

Its simple

Its practical

Logical

Mathematical

Its business by the hour

It’s brutal, It’s power

I sign ’em,  I seal ’em, I win  

Greet ‘em

Treat ‘em

Beat ‘em

Defeat ‘em

Design ‘em

I Dine ‘em

Consign ‘em

And Shine ‘em

Sway and Spark:  challenging Purpose’s ethic as unethical 
You Court ‘em 

Cheat ’em

Chase ‘em

Defeat ‘em

Sign ‘em

Sell ‘em

Exploit ‘em

Expel ‘em

Greet ‘em

Treat ‘em

Beat ‘em

Defeat ‘em         

You sign ’em,  seal ’em, you lose

Purpose and chora:

It’s the deal that’s real

And the thrills inviting

It’s the deal that’s real

And the thrills inviting 

And to seal the deal

You gotta get it in writing

(chora gets up and lays out the quill and book)

Sway:

It’s the dream that real

And the thrills inviting

It’s the dream that real

And the thrills inviting

But to seal the deal

You gotta get it in writing

Dream

Sway- Again, he sleeps

Spark- And is this the night?

Sway- He’s laid the ink 

 and page in sight

Spark- Perhaps we’ll have one chance 

Sway- Then fight…


It’s time to set your spark alight

Show him scenes that will ignite


Illuminate the darkest night

Spark-  and Sway, with all your passion free

Show him what you’ve shown to me

And if our days are to amount 


We’ve got to make this story count

(Chora picks up the book and pen)

Sway- (to Chora)And You?     (As in who are you?)
Chora- I am the outside

looking in

To judge what’s worthy of my pen

Spark- Then you’re the sultan!

Listen well

We have a gripping tale to tell

Emergence (Sway)

You can sleep 

but I can't keep

the images from 

from burning deep

inside us

entice us

the dream, the final scene, Emergence

Escaping to

the best of you

I'm chiseled to 

the finest truth

like starting

a heart beat

the dream, the final scene, Emergence

We’ll take you to

the worst of you

the wilderness 

we’re walking through

you feel me

reveal me

the dream, the final scene, Emergence

Where we meet

the last deceit

like rain comes down 

in sheet by sheet

supposing

its over

the dream, the final scene, Emergence

And Earth becomes

a chance to run

from darkness now

and kingdom come

so scare me

or spare me

the dream, the final scene, Emergence

Haunted by

the brittle cry

the fragile thread

we're hanging by

from failing

prevailing

the dream, the final scene, Emergence

The Dream

Sway:

November 2nd
Last dream of the morning

I’m staring out 

at some kind of machinery

machinery I don’t understand 

Its making noises

Banging noises

Its shaking

Its threatening

Its got a belt

A conveyor belt

Feeding pieces into it

They aren’t really pieces

They are books

Its devouring books

One of them is a book of poems

I know that book

I’m thinking that’s a shame

Its noisy and destructive 

So I turn away

I’m staring at a boy

He’s an odd boy

And he’s playing baseball

An umpire is calling him out

He’s out at home plate

I see his face and he’s no boy at all

He’s a man an odd man

He’s an odd man out

Sulking 

He crouches down

And starts crying

“There’s no crying in baseball”

The tears are burning a hole in the ground

The odd man out reaches into this hole and pulls out a mirror

He’s staring at himself

I turn back to look at the machinery and its quiet now

The odd man out has pulled the plug out of the socket 

and its draping across his hand

I reach out to take the plug from him 

And it becomes a book

It’s a book of poetry

I know that book.

Spark:

The pages of the book are filled with scribbles

And they make no sense

I toss the book

At a pack of stray dogs running through my mother’s house

There are cookies baking and

Sting is singing on the patio

He has his shirt off and his guitar is made of butterflies

He sings “I could use a good cry right now.”

There’s crying in Jazz, he says

And the butterflies float off

I go to get some cookies for Sting

But the dogs have pulled the tray to the floor

They’re devouring the cookies

Sting runs to the pantry

He’s having a tantrum

He says, no its tantric

I could eat cookies for eight hours straight

I close the pantry doors and lock him in

He’ll be fine I tell the dogs

He’ll be fine

More than Meets the Eye (spark)

Listen, I can tell a story

Truthful as truth is gonna’ get

Ripples your stone has set in motion

And the scenes you won’t forget

Trust me and you can be a witness.

Trust me and join the role

I'll treat you to all the shapes and shadows

at the corners of your soul

You need to know 

How far this could go

Believe me I’ll go there

Nothing to prove

I make you move

And I can make you care

One by one, the story's begun

We cut beneath the surface to find the answers

By and by, just give me a try

When everything has told you 

There’s more than meets the eye.

I’ve seen too much to keep my mouth shut

And nothing with a flicker or flash escapes me

Don’t be shy, just listen and I’ll

Be honest when I promise 

There’s more than meets the eye

I’ll tease you with all the missing pieces

I’ll untie all the knots

Entice you with hidden motivations 

Until you get the plot

Trust me and you can be a witness.

Trust me and play a role

I'll treat you to all the shapes and shadows

and the corners of your soul

Dream: (spark)
Chora: November 28th   

First dream of the evening
Spark:

I’m spinning 

I’m in a spin cycle

Crawling out with soap in my hair

It’s a commercial

For Jack in the box, 

But I’m out of the box

And dripping wet

I’m eating chicken

Or something that tastes like it 

With shampoo in my hair

And the radio on

Its static

On Clear Channel

But the static is talking 

Its speaking of cattle 

And who’ll be the cattle?

And who’ll be the horses

The horses are trotting

No, now they’d be loping

Its Jennifer Lopez

I think she’s eloping

Again at the altar

She’s altered her halter top

Something’s repeating

Repeating again

The chicken with chicken pox

Are struck with a mallet

The mallet’s a ballot box

Stuffed for a meal

November 

I’m waiting

To witness the polls

And the polls take a toll

When your roll is the cattle

Led like some sheep through

The spin of the battle

Spun like a spin cycle

Soap in my hair

Waiting for quarters

And instructions to care

Sway:

Shiny objects, huh spark?

I’m folding clothes

Dense white bath towels 

They’re warm and clean,

I could sleep on them like a pillow

I hold them to my face and feel the warmth

Then I hear a sudden bang

I pull the towel from my cheek,

Its dripping blood

I’m thinking, “is this my blood?”

It can’t be my blood

This isn’t funny

The blood drips off a corner of the towel and falls into an envelope

This looks like an old envelope

Where’s this coming from. 

The towel is white again and the envelope full.  

I seal the envelope.

I’m walking now to the mailbox

And this time, Spark, you were there in the dream

Spark:  And why wouldn’t I be

Because its not your dream

Spark:  And is it yours?

Sway:  Well, I’m mailing an envelope

This girl is dancing by the mail box

Smiling as she’s twirling around and around 

And I can’t get past her to mail it

Spark:  Her name was Jealousy.  She wanted your letter

Sway:  Yeah, well that’s what you told me then

She’s dancing with a veil

But I wished I could dance like her

Spark:  I think you wished you could smile like her

Sway:  It’s just a smile

Spark:  And is it yours?

Fell Again (Spark)
In this dream the winds are strong

And smoke has filled the air

You’re along and nonchalant as always

I saw him stumble through the night

A coil of rope in hand

And if my memory serves me right

I fell in love again

I need to make some sense of where this dream went wild

But something tells me let the pieces fall

I know there’s no defense against the crush of time

And I can’t turn this dream around at all

Fires burning down the road

But I have too much faith

We set the fuse to overload and watch the circuit break

Searching for a shard of proof

He’s done all that he can

And if I were to tell the truth

chorus

I guess my voice will have to do

To fill the silence left

When he escaped my field of view

The chains of house arrest

Sirens growing soft until 

he reaches for my hand

Against my better judgement still 

I fell in love again 

Chorus

Dream

Sway:

I am on pillows 

Surrounded by guards

Relating a story

I am Sheharezade
The sultan stares in 

fleeting amusement

And I watch his eyes 

For moments of drift

It has been 40 days

Spared

By my deft tongue

40 young Persian women

in scarves of brazen color

walk 

still 

among the Cyprus

and I’m watching your eyes 

for signs of disinterest

For you will tell me in your 

Means and manner

Just when the plot must take a twist

When a sarong or veil must fall

And reveal a knife

Or better flesh

Or better still

A deeper threat

And through this story

I perceive 

at the back of the room

another ear

Another pair of eyes

Is here

Someone who travels 

Freely

In body

And freely in mind

Listening in for a

moment in time

I’ve seen your face before

I tell him

You’ll see my face again

He says

Chorus

Chorus

Sway is turned away

Spark snaps from her reverie

Spark:  Sway!  Are you OK

Sway smiles, fakely…then drops it.

Sway: No. I am not okay!  

(She gestures to the audience, to Spark and back to the audience, incredulously)

What are you thinking?!

Spark: I’m not supposed to think.    (Then dreamily...) I’m supposed to feel.

(beat)  You’re supposed to think.

Sway: Well I think you’re dangerous!

Spark: that’s a feeling

Sway: It’s a thought.

Spark: It’s a feeling.

Sway: Well, it’s a fact!

Reckless (Sway)

Reckless

you're so careless

You're taking chances

and you've put everything at stake

Fearless

You're so impulsive

but who's the victim of all the chaos

of every sacrifice you make 

I know you've got your reasons,  believe me

I've seen your spark ignite

a world that so intriguing

and so much left on your mind

You flicker like a candle dancing

And then if we're still standing

Someday I'll have to bear witness

But now you have to admit it's

reckless 

aimless

so shameless

You toss our future

upon the rolling pair of dice

mislead us

You 're so capricious

discard the true for something specious

when something certain would suffice
Dream (Spark)

Chora: (thumbs through the journal to a specific page)  Hmm.   March 15th… Oh yea,… this one was somewhat disturbing

Spark:  (looks intrigued.   She takes the book)  Its raining outside

I smell the jasmine 

Night blooming

Wet blooming

How strange, a scented dream

This probably means something

I say as I wander out into the rain

It’s the boy again and he’s playing with dominoes

I remember this boy

The dominoes are matches

I’ve had enough of fire for a while

I tell him to put away the dominoes,

He says why did you leave me

Was it because of the dominoes?

I’m walking away from him 

Down a red carpet

I’m watching celebrities

And I’m speaking into a microphone

I’m describing what they wear

To the viewers at home

“Who are you wearing”,  I’m shouting out

It's Jennifer Aniston

She’s turning to the camera

Its zooming in

She says

“the boy”

I’m at a hospital

It’s a clinic

It’s the Mayo clinic

The betrayal clinic

It’s moved to Los Angeles

Its now on wheels

It rolls up to take my blood

I stick out my arm

A woman says we don’t need arms right now

We need hearts

I grab my chest and run

She shouts to my back

“its for the boy”

Chora:  (takes the book back)  yeah, well, here I wake up.

Dream

Chora: Last Dream of the evening.  I think I remember most of it

Sway:

The dogs are back

The cookie dogs

One has an imprint on his back

It’s a circle with figures inside

I love animals

But this one scares me

I’m putting him in the backyard

We exit the house and we’re in the rain

The dog is barking, 

he’s howling at a siren a few blocks away

Its an ambulance

I don’t want to see the ambulance, 

but the dog is pulling me

I don’t want to see the dog

But I’m tangled in the leash

I don’t want to see the boy

But he’s tangled in what’s left of his bicycle

It’s my bicycle

He tells me he’ll be ok

He’s playing games in the ambulance

But there’s blood everywhere

The circle on the dogs back becomes a blanket

Its constantly slipping off him

I remember the boy

He was my neighbor

He might have been my friend once

He wrote to me from the hospital

Spark:

I loved the boy

Sway:

I loved to leave him

Spark:

I had stories to tell

I am Sheharezade

For 100 days 

I have kept the women of Persia

Safe from harm

I had to leave him 

to his own devices

I had to save myself

He hadn’t heard enough

The Sultan hadn’t heard enough

Things were getting dicey

Here

The palace was aflame

The story went,

The great assassin

With scimitar  

Within the palace walls

I knew I’d see that man 

Again

Dogs were silenced

With a wicked slit

And a pool of color

stained the yard

as inch by inch 

and step by step 

the purpose and 

the Villain crept

the smoke disguising every move

through alleys and arches

and I’m watching

The sultans eyes 

wild with fear

But I rose up and ended here

He’d have to wait another night

Another chance 

That I survive

Think I’ve Heard Enough (Purpose and Chora)
When I piece this all together

It doesn’t make much sense

When I piece this all together

It doesn’t make much sense

Before another hand is played

Its time to call your bluff

Put an end to this charade

I think I’ve heard enough

So sick of the dissension

You’ve worn my patience thin

So sick of the dissension

You’ve worn my patience thin

You tell me from the pressure

Comes a diamond in the rough

But it’s more than I can measure here

I think I’ve heard enough 

If you want to take this home with you

You’ve got to listen hard

If you want to take this home with you

You’ve got to listen hard

Your missing all the evidence

The writings on the wall

You think you’ve heard enough, but yet 

you haven’t heard it all

Pandora’s Box (Spark)
Its been too long in hiding

Its been too long submerged

There's something we've kept far too long away

Its time we own our history 

Its time the truth emerged

We'll bring the past into the light of day

Chorus: 

You want to hide 

from the test of time

But we're setting back the clocks

Its time we opened up Pandora's box

Sealed away

From the light of day

But were picking all the locks

Its time we opened up Pandora's box 

And you might wish my silence

You'd keep me quiet here

Would you really have me bite my tongue

And does it make you nervous

afraid to see so clear

afraid to see the truth of what we've done here 

You want to hide 

from the test of time

But we're setting back the clocks

Its time we opened up Pandora's box

Sealed away

From the light of day

But were picking all the locks

Its time we opened up Pandora's box
 Sonic interlude

Petrified Wood                Sway    Spark
I'm walking through a castle

There's a carpet strung down an immense corridor

candles are everywhere

and children are standing in the alcoves with buckets

They're buckets of mice

Ready to smother any fires

To douse the flames 

to mouse the flames

"What a cruelty!",  I scream at you

and you start dancing

All of a sudden photographers crash in 

through the windows

they're shouting for autographs

and you turn around and around

you pirouette

faster and faster

spinning

carving a hole in the floor

and all of a sudden, 

bang

a geyser of wine erupts

drenching the photographers

umbrellas everywhere

gold and blue 

shunning wine like Niagara  Falls

And you're riding a barrel 

scared as sin

and screaming at me

"What a cruelty!" you say to me, 

as you near the edge

I throw you a rope

"What is it?" you say,

Its lust, just grab it, I'm shrieking.

You say, "I'll take my chances with the fall."

I said nothing of the sort

Every word of it.

I was swimming out from under

It seemed like hours

crushing down on me 

like a thousand stones

each with a small story carved on its hide

I pull myself up onto shore and start reading the stones

They are fortune stones

and one says I'll be safe one day

Its all about trust for you

and its all about fear

Can you blame me?

Do I have a choice?

You take the risks

and I pick up the pieces

You take the chances –

That you are afraid to take!

I'm not afraid

Petrified!
like a forest of stones

Fortune stones 

all proclaiming you 

thin and cowardly

Who's craven here?

Afraid to make a commitment

Afraid to lose an ounce of precious freedom

Afraid to compromise, for something greater

greater than your own petty sparks and thrills

You were running 

from the castle 

under Oaks and pines

over hedges like a fox hunt

dogs are nipping at you slippers

trying to pull you back home

I can’t go back home…

You destroyed it

I rebuilt it

Out of doubt and fear

Out of love

How can you love what you can’t trust

I’ve no reason to trust you

But you trust me with your secret.

The Whole

Chora:

April 15th,   

this is what I remember of it 

It’s a sunny day in San Diego

A woman is serving me coffee

Spark: (Takes the book and reads it)

That’s right… and steam is rising up from the cup 

like a genie that refuses to materialize

There’s a man at a table nearby

His face is down

He’s reading a book

He seems familiar to me

But I can’t place him

Because I can’t see his face

The waitress returns and takes my coffee

“why you are taking my drink?” I ask

It was too hot.  We don’t want to get sued

Just then a woman beside me bursts into flames

Its just my dress she says and she blots it out

The man with his face in a book looks up and says

That was lucky

I see his face

And know it is the boy 

He is all grown up

I ask him if he remembers me

He says yes

You are Sheharezade

You told me stories

You watched me when I was a child

“Remember the fire?”, he asks

That was too much

I heard sirens again

I ran from the man

Past the dogs and the assassin

Steam coming out of the manholes

Fire trucks are everywhere

I read the writing on the side of the truck

It says “No more stories”

I duck inside a doorway

There’s a pillow there

I sit down

The sultan opens the door and joins me under the arch

He says “Its been 1000 days

And one.

The stories are over

I can trust again

The stories are over

You can trust again.”

The Whole  

(Verse)

I break the spell that I'm under

I'm feeling all of a sudden 

These pieces falling down like a rain (storm)

And through the craziest weather

I’ve felt it coming forever, I—

I think I'm linking together a chain, I've still got

(Chorus)

One chance

One choice

just one voice here now

I'm deciding

I can't keep living divided 

s’time to share one soul

I’m confiding

The deepest secret inside and

you can make me whole

(verse)

Not much for compromise but I

I'm willing to sacrifice and I

I guess there's more than me in this world

I'll give a nod to my neighbor

Perhaps you'll do me the favor (and) 

Its time the truth is taking its turn, we've still got 

Chorus

Chorus

 I Don’t Think I’m Dreaming Anymore

V1:

And in the end I’m

I’m looking inside

I feel the chains go soft

Behind these eyes your

Your last surprise 

I break the link I’m tired of fighting

Ch:

One drop of freedom 

Feeding a crushing thirst

For every desert 

There’s a cloud to burst

More suspense

This has to make some sense

(and) symbols shatter like glass on the floor

Inch by inch

I shed my last defense

And I… I don’t think I’m dreaming any more

V2:

Through skies of violet

The shadow pilot

She floats a subtle moon

Her only hope is

Is so remote, she

She knows the song but lost the tune to

(to chorus)

V3:

Beneath the lens her

Her view extends ‘till

It all becomes too much

These temple walls, they

Contain it all

But nothing can contain the touch of
(to chorus)

Harmony:

I want to dream like everybody dreams

I want to dream with no distractions

I want to dream like everybody dreams

I want the broken glass.

Dream Plot

The dreams contain a multitude of references to modern culture and are

Embedded in provocative situations designed to snag the listeners attention, much as Sheharezade did to retain her life.  Deeply entwined within the dreams is a flowing thread of 

of Simultaneity's plot.  

There emerges a mysterious character, Animus, the sultan .  

is he dangerous or desired.  The unfolding of the character as both wayward and wanted. And the revelations that he imposes upon those who get to know him.  The dream scenes continue as a flickering backdrop of popular culture while the only real constant is the reappearance

of Animus.  When Animus' appearance threatens the uneasy cohabitation of Spark and Sway, 

Purpose threatens to shut down the dream recording and end the experiment of survival for Spark and Sway. 

Chora, is the growing voice of recognition, she is the wakeful embodiment of Spark and Sway and pushes for continuing the dream voicings.  

The final dreams unveil the cataclysmic fission that split Spark and Sway and submerged the dream-world into the darkness of nightly amnesia.  It was a ghostly rejection of the character

when they were one.  

Yes once they were all once voices of a single mind and character. 

Upon the unendurable recognition of harming another Spark and Sway were marginalized and discounted.  They could not fit together through the pinhole that life provided during a moment

Of shame, so they fragmented from one into many, with only purpose to  be the voice of the wakeful state.

Dream Science: Character Study







Psychological compulsions





Character
to
from
against
Flaw
redeeming value








Spark
Excitement
constancy
controllers
Flighty
observant








Sway
Constancy
excitement
disruptors
unobservant
faithful








Animus



selfish
daring








Chora



follower
Ampliifying








Purpose
Achievement

obstruction
narrow minded
Focused








Pulse



Only Beats
Only Beats















The Sultan of Arabia is passionate toward, yet most distrusting of women.  






He takes a new wife each evening and has the wife put to death the next day.






Sheharezade was one in the string of wives of the Sultan.






Sheharezade entertains him by telling him a story so compelling






that he wanted to keep her around to see how it ended.  She kept this up with tale after tale






for 1001 nights.  After this he ended the parade of wives and took her as he permanent consort.













Sway and Spark are given life each night that is wrenched from them each morning, their footprints






erased from time.






They plead for life in a cause taken up by Chora when their tale becomes so compelling that 






Purpose commits them to paper.  They regale him with dreams that engage him.  At one point






 though the engagement becomes to threatening and he moves to close the book.  






He is stopped by a revelation of his past that he had forgotten.   






A revelation that marked the split-off of Spark and Sway.






It was the terror that he was not good enough- he was undesirable, rejectable, and discardable.






His life had been a fight for success ever since, when his battle would have been better directed at






finding those he could love and be loved by.













Spark and Sway could not live peacefully without containment and so their paths diverged.  Spark followed






action and Sway followed a path toward secure love.  In essence, Spark is Passion and Sway is compassion.






Romantic Libretto Format

introduction

Irritating

Dismissal

Different side shown 

Warming

Interest

Apparent betrayal

Dismissal

Betrayal explained

Rush to reunite against timeline

Meeting

Twilight

As you’re combing your fingers through your hair 

still something isn’t  there

You smile but I’m wondering what on earth you feel

Are you hiding behind the truth 

Is it really you I speaking to or

Is there someone you’re dying to reveal

And in the twilight of your consciousness its come to this

Close you eyes and watch us come to life

And in the twilight as you’re letting go, There’s still a hope

Before the ending scene 

As I’m surrendering

That you might just remember me tomorrow 

(There's nothing but our secrets here tonight)

At the edge of infinity 

I met the girl I meant to be

She could hardly believe how much I'd lost

Always willing to pay the price

the ease with which I'd compromise

And its doubtful again our paths will cross

ch.

You've got to trust in yourself sometimes

the only way you'll ever find

the truth

the truth you've been searching for so long 

Are you taking the chances of

your life, what drives you through the nights

or is it only the fear you may be wrong

Emergence (Sway and Spark)

This is the unadulterated entrance of Spark and Sway

Sway:

(being facetious, as a lounge singer)

Well its good to be here Its been some time and, 

well, I hope you’ve been alright

I just flew in from whispering pines 

and I’ll be playing here all night

We’ve got a cozy fire at the Dream Bird Lodge

Or would that be your mind?

And a chance, this time, you won’t escape

The things that we might find

Chorus:

(anger to resentment)

You act like I’m stranger



Fm   Cm



A face you can’t recall



Fm  Cm

You’ve known me all your life and still

Fm  Cm


And you don’t know me at all.


G 

Dissolve me like an ice cube

That’s melting in the sun

I’m put-off to tomorrow

But tomorrow never comes

So read the book 

Well its good to be here





Its been some time and, 

well, I hope you’ve been alright

I just flew in from whispering pines 

and I’ll be playing here all night

We’ve got a cozy fire at the Dream Bird Lodge

Or would that be your mind?

And a chance this time you can’t escape

The things that we might find

Chorus

So read the book
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